I knew I had only to ask him, and he would tab
me off. I wanted to. I dreaded leaving. I don't
know why I didn't ask him. Instead I said feebly tfeai
I might come back some day.
"Don't you ever come back/' he said bitterly
"This country gives you nothing and the people give
you nothing. They drain you of everything. They
don't even leave you hope,"
The sun was setting and there was an hovr yet
before the boat left. He picked me up abruptly and
carried me to my .bunk and threw me down there. He
kissed me and slammed the door. I wanted to cry out
after him, a cry that could be heard to the end of t&e
world. I was silent. His steps retreated and died out
of hearing. I fell asleep.
I woke suddenly in the middle of the night, still
fully clothed. I realized, in a flash of despair, that the
engines were throbbing beneath me. There was no
going back. If I could throw myself overboard, the
fancy crossed the edge of my thoughts, and a wild
desire to do it flooded my mind. I put my feet on the
floor. I reached unsteadily for the door handle. Then
I remembered the lean sharks in the black sea.
On deck I sat in a corner by myself and worked at
my embroidery. My sense of loneliness and abandon-
ment was too strong for me to start a conversation.
Little by little my fellow-passengers began to talk to
me. They called me Greta because I was pale and my
hair was long and the curl had gone out except for the
ends. There was an old couple who treated me as a
daughter and a young girl who worshipped me as if I
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